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as to her sister, by drawing lor the time on the sums
lent her by Francis Wing.—Here at last Lady Wing's
suspicion was aroused, and Mrs. Sparling found herself
between the hatred of the wife, and the dishonourable
passion of the husband. Yet to leave them would be the
signal for exposure. For some time the presence of other
guests protected her. Then the guests left, and one
August night after dinner, Francis Wing, who had drunk
a great deal of champagne, made frantic love to her. She
escaped from him with difficulty, in a passion of loathing
and terror, and rushed indoors, where she found Lady
Wing in the gallery of the old house, on the first floor,
walking up and down in a jealous fury. Juliet Sparling
burst in upon her with the reproaches of a woman driven
to bay, threatening to go at once to her husband, and
make a clean breast of the whole history of their miserable
acquaintance. She was practically beside herself,—
already, as the sequel showed, mortally ill, worn out by
remorse and sleeplessness, and quivering under the insult
which had been offered her. Lady Wing recovered her
own self-possession under the stimulus of Juliet's break-
down. She taunted her in the cruellest way, accused
her o! being the temptress in the case of Sir Francis, $nd
of simulating a, hypocritical indignation in order to save
herself with her Irasband, and finally charged her with
the robbery of her sister's money, declaring that as soon
as daylight came she would take steps to set the criminal
law in motion, and so protect both herself and her
husband from any Charge such a woman might brinf
against them. The threat of course was mere bluff.
But Mrs. Sparling in her frenzy and her ignorance
took it for truth. Finally, the fierce creature came up
to her, snatching at a brooch in the bosom of her dress,
and crying out in the vilest language that it was Sir
Francis's gift, Juliet, pushed up against the panelling

